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Here is a man of charm and distinction 
who loves bridge and plays it like a 
master. Yet were you to follow him to 
Palm Beach in the winter or to New- 
port in the summer, you would usually 


find him playing solitaire — certainly 


not from choice —but actually snubbed 


That's what men say about 
Listerine Shaving Cream, 
so soothing, so refreshing. 


Snubbed into solitaire 


into it by those of his own set. He is 
the fourth nobody wants. And he 
doesn’t know why. 

If you have ever met a person with 
a real case of halitosis (bad breath) you 
can readily understand what a barrier 
to social or business success it would 



























be. Imagine yourself in such a pre- 
dicament. 


As a matter of fact, the probabilities 
are that you do have halitosis frequently. 
Few escape it for the reason that every 
day, in normal mouths, odor-producing 
conditions (many of germ origin) de- 
velop. So, thousands have halitosis and 
are unable to detect it. 

Since the risk is great and detection 
difficult, the wise thing to do is to defi- 
nitely put your breath beyond suspicion 
by the daily use of full strength Listerine 
as a mouth wash and gargle. It both 
prevents halitosis and ends it, should 
it get the upper hand. 

While safe and pleasant in action, 
full strength Listerine is a powerful 
germicide which kills even the stubborn 
Staphylococcus Aureus (pus) germ in 
15 seconds. Naturally, it destroys lesser 
germs in the mouth. Furthermore, it’s 
an active deodorant which overcomes 
odors of all kinds. 

No fastidious person will omit the 
use of Listerine daily. Lambert Phar- 
macal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U.S. A. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


In its 


tour of the world. we 


notice 


that the 
Scotland. No 


there’s been too many stowaways 


Graf Zeppelin 


avoided loubt. 


alre ady . 


It isn't exactly news any more, 
but Hylan has decided not to run 


The police men who drive around 
in cars are like the N. Y. detec 
tives who are trying to solve mur 
ders: the \ all go around in circles. 

Prohibition agents recently 
found a huge still, three thousand 
gallons of paint remover, and a 


We’re not an authority on such 
matters, but it seems to us that 
this idea of walking around the 
streets in pajamas must 
originated in Philadelphia. 


have 


And now that the 1930 Buick 
is on display, there really doesn't 





for Mayor, which just about case of dynamite in a building on 


Long Island. Except for the 
absence of lemons and sugar, the 


much to look forward to 
until New Year’s Eve. 


seem 
makes it unanimous. 


raid was a complete success. 
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“Say, can’t you do card tricks or anything to entertain us while we’re waiting?” 
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and cut off his son with one dollar 


More Things I’m Not Inter- 
ested In 


Laundries that do not sew on 
buttons .... women who do.... 











the art of radio announcing ... . 
People who try to make you 
guess their identity over the tele 
phone ... . visitors from back 
home .... dress reform for men. 
Moving-picture house masters 
of ceremony .... trains without 
observation cars .... boats with- 
out bars .... prison reform.... 
after dinner speakers ... . ban 
quets ... . studio parties .... 
house warmings. 
Men who mix salad dressing at 
the table . . . . overnight bags 
. notes dropped by endurance 
fliers . . . . notes due in thirts 
days . .. . second hand auto 
mobiles .... trolley tokens .... 
slave bracelets .... the good old 
songs of vesterday ... . opera 
. clowns with broken hearts 
. clowns with diamond shirt 
studs .... the life of the party 
and people who call a spade a 
\ spade. —Carro_t Carroiyu 





Add Destinations 
The way of all flesh—to a re 
ducing parlor. 


Dora is with us again, she 
thinks that Elinor Glyn is a 


picnic woods. 


He’s a big business man if he 
talks golf at the office and busi- 
ness on the links. 





Fruits or Lasor 


The hatmaker. 





The Meanest Man in the 
World 


An old fellow: recently died 


and left a postscript in his will 
telling the executor to look in all 
the papers running lucky buck 
contests to see that the serial 
number didn’t correspond to that 
in any of them. 


—R. C. O’Brien 





Willie—Pa, what is a grass- 


hopper? 
Pa—That danged dull lawn 
mower of ours! 
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After Labor Day 


The boarders now are back in 
town, 
The fields are free of summer 
° maids 
And quiet grips the tumble-down 
Hotels in ferny forest glades. 


No motor tourist, on a ride, 
The farmer's fruit and flowers 
steals 
Or desecrates the countryside 
With sausage skins and orange 


pee ls. 


One hears no jangling jazzy 
band; 
Canoeists do not come to grief; 
The boarders have departed and 
The farmer now has farm 
relief ! 
—Artuvcr L. LippMaAnn 





The Only Way 
This country is really getting 
drier. We mean there hasn't 
been much rain for a long time. 


Before every aviation record is 
broken a lot of necks are. 


The more you save, the more 





you'll have to worry about when 
the bank busts. 


A lot of talking movie actresses 
ought to have their faces lifted 
ind their voices lowered. 


R. O' Bru N “Weil, boys, time for one more rubbe a 


The H... You Say! 


“Hello, John, what you 
there?” 


got 

“Guess.” 

“Guess! Whaddaya_ mean, 
guess? I’m no mind reader. Is 
it a book-mark ?”’ 

“Wrong.” 
“Well, is it a cigar coupon?” 
“Nope. Try again.” 
“It’s a summons, then.” 
“Naw!” 
“A share of ‘gold brick’?” 
“Not even warm.” 
“Well, I give up.” 
“Here, have a look.” 
“Huh! I’ve seen stuff like 
that. Don’t know where, though. 
What is it?” 
“It’s one of the old dollar 
bills.” 
Mistress—IVhatever is the matter, Huldah! “The h you say!” 
“I’m sorry, Mrs., I wipe the legs off the piano.” —A. W. Kwnicut 
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“And what are these vacant panels for? 
“Oh, those are some of the fish that got away!” 
Nowadays all you need to start The world’s most inveterate 


His Wife Was Speaking 


He sat comfortably in his fa- 
vorite chair reading the evening 
pape r. He had 


an after-dinner 


and 
stole 


eaten well 
drow siness 
over him. 


Dimly he heard his wife speak- 


ing, and I’ve been thinking, 
William, I’m going to cut down 
on expenses. I won't get that 


new coat and the old car is plenty 
good enough—it’s silly to get a 
extrava- 
need a 
hat—the one I’m wearing becomes 
and I’ve decided to 
return that new rug for the living 
money back— 
we'll just not spend a single cent 
William! Why 
I do believe you are positively 
And here I've been tell- 
ing you how much money I’m go 
ing to need. 


new one downright 


gance—and I won't new 


Ine so well 
room and get my 
we don’t have to 

' 
asleep! 


The coat and rug 
and hat will only come to about 
two hundred and fifty and there 
are a few- 
Yes, he guessed he had been 
dozing ! 
—NaTHANIEL WHARTON 


theatre, bank, 
delicatessen and four filling sta 
tions. 


a new city is a 





practical joker: He hit himself 
over the head with 


before going to see a phrenologist. 


a rolling-pin 


Mororist—Well, go ahead. 
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No trouble about a shortage of apple pickers this season. 


Confessions of a Baby Chick 


Oh, Mr. Editor Mans, thank you so much for 
choosing me out of five hundred baby chicks to 
represent Jupce at the National Poultry Show! 
After all, I am only a fuzzy little bundle of adorable 
white meat and I am afraid I shall feel so lost 
among all those distinguished aristocrats of poultry 
dom. I know that I am only a simple little country 
girl with no “fine feath- 
ers,’ but my motto is 












“handsome is as hand 
some does” and some 
times I think that it is 
better to wear calico and 
have your good nate 
than to accept samples 
from lingerie salesmen 
and not know where your 
next husband is coming 


from. Like in the ballad: 


“Rags! Rags! Rags! 

On beautiful women and 
hags ! 

The rags for which some- 
one demands heavy 
toll. 

The price tag is plainly 
marked ‘body and 
soul,’ 

The rags that mean 


They're lovely and gorgeous—but rags just the 
same.” 

Don’t you think that’s s0, Mr. Editor Mans? It 
was like I said when you were pressing my foot in 
the speak-easy, “No, Jack, I don’t want your 
Jamaica rum and I don’t want your Havana cigars; 
all I want is a little respect.” 

But I must start the story of my life from the 
beginning. I first saw the light of day at Random, 
R. I. We were sixty-four girls and eleven boys, 
and Mamma, who was a No. 43-B model Schwartz- 
Feinberg incubator, was very vague about Papa. 
I believe he was an engine-wiper on the Atch- 
ison, Topeka and Santa Fe. She used to say 
that her trouble was that she had nourished a 
wiper in her bosom. 

“Your father was a mountebank and a char 
latan,” she said coldly. I remember her taking 
us into the gun-room and showing us several 
cups he had won in a Charlatan contest in 1908 
and a Black Bottom contest in 1909. 

With Mother alone in 
the world, she had a hard 
time of it raising us and 
it took plenty of grit— 
over five pails, I learned 
subsequently. Whenever 
we used to pick on her, 
she would say helplessly, 
“IT have to stand for 
plenty from you, you big 





heartaches and sor- “Mebbe Ah better get me a sun-tan fore Ah brood!” But then the 


row and shame. wear this.” 


sunshine would appear 
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The ideal nursery to keep baby contented 


through her tears and she would 
hum the theme song from ‘Point 
“Point Counter- 
point, I Love You.” Mother has 
been chicken pie and fricassee 
these twelve but I still 
think of her. 

When the time came for me to 
enter Bryn 


Counterpoint,” 


vears, 


Mawr, my _ brothers 
and sisters, who were at their 
Wit’s End, N. J., home, sent me a 
handsome traveling case, and 
three days later I arrived collect 
at the office of Dean Goossens. 
She introduced me _ to 


Birma, 


Irma, 
Firma, and Mirma, my 
new room-mates, five of the love- 
liest Buff Orpingtons I had ever 
seen. In a few hours I was en- 
crusted 


with Epsilon salts and 


had become a member of the 
Delta Kappa Epsilon sorority. 
The following week we held a 
Ezra Pound, to 
Kaffir 
It was a wonderful 
night and the garden, 
with its myriad twinkling lan- 


big dance in 
which even our 
were invited. 
moonlit 


servants 


terns, was a magic isle set apart 
for me and my gigolo, Balthazar 
Siegel. As Balthazar held me in 
his arms and made proposals, I 
thought that I would swoon. 
Suddenly I heard Mate Starbuck 
cry out from the ship’s waist. 

“Stern all for your 
shouted Starbuck. “The dam is 
broken and the waters are coming 
down from Lahore!” 

In the confusion that followed, 


lives!” 


Balthazar and I slipped from the 
halyards into the captain’s jolly- 
boat and cast adrift the painter. 
We gave him brushes, a palette, 
and turpentine, and today that 
little boy is Marfield Parrishberg. 
Sometimes I wish we had _ not 
been so liberal with our art ma- 
terials. 

After three days of frightful 


starvation—have you ever been 


idrift in an open boat without 
fresh water and inhibitions with 
a white woman?—we were begin 
ning to despair of our lives. 
Sharks were following our craft 
and offering to loan us money at 
200 per cent. An albatross hung 
around our neck like a choker. 
Would the Great Spirit never 
send down the blessed rain? .. . 
Then came the 
day later we 


Local 


Washingstein 


monsoon, and a 
sighted a 
bound for Port 
with a cargo of 
nougats and hard centers. 
How they 
recall themselves in this dim attic 
faintly perfumed with lavender! 
With fluttering hands I place the 
beribboned letters back in the 
hobble downstairs. 
For Balthazar is calling me from 
the apiary, and it is time for tiffin. 
Au revoir, but not good-bye, my 
cute little goslings. 


Lenox 
Avenue 


Memories, memories ! 


drawer and 


J. PereLMan 


Dangers of motoring in the great southwest 





















































Hussanp—Guess we'd better go inside, Mac. 
Looks like the wife had the steak ready. 


I Know a Girl... 

She thinks Beethoven is part 
of a stove, that Franz Schubert is 
in the theatrical business, and that 
Liszt is what a boat does before 
it sinks, but she says when there’s 
really good music to be heard you 


just can’t hold her. 


She says she can’t see why the 
man who wrote the Unfinished 
Symphony doesn’t get busy and 
finish it. She her 
epinion that if it is money he 
needs he could get an advance 


gives it as 


from Otto Kahn without much 
trouble. 
When I asked her if she'd 


heard any Wagner lately she said 
it was getting so you didn’t see 
one on the street from 
morning till night, but that she'd 
heard a lot of truck drivers. She 
said they said a lot of words she 
looked up in the dictionary but 
couldn’t find, and advanced the 
theory that they were just 
ignorant fools who didn’t know 
their own language. 


horse 


She thinks Grieg is German for 
war (she got that notion from 
reading “All Quiet on the West- 
ern Front’); that Mozart refers to 
her brother's sign-painting (she 
tells me Moe is getting along fine, 
that he’s going to be a great artist 


before long), and that Puccini is 


a game played on a board with 
different colored and 
dice. 

She says she can carry any air 
in her head after she’s heard it 
She should be able to, 
there’s plenty of room, even for 


counters 


once. 


air. —CarrRo_Lt CARROLL 





AnotHer Marine Tracepy 
Shipwrecked sailor about to be rescued by a revenue cutter 
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“« : . . — THIS MONTH - WITH, OR 
Hello, ‘Bill, why $0 down in ar Tank AGT psd Nay 
the-mouth ? You look like a |yeEaR's GRADUATES RUSSIAN | 
ghost.” DOING? DRESSING? | 
“IT feel like one!” sal wh an | 
“No kiddin’, old timer, what’s YA . 
a9) 
the trouble? | 





“T shouldn’t let it get me like 
this, but—well, I’ve just been 
talking to an old friend of mine.” 

“Yea?” 

“He’s having a tough time. 
Life’s given him a pretty raw 
deal. He didn’t recognize me at 
first—just slouched up and asked 
for something to buy a cup of 
coffee with. Lord, it was awful.” 

“An old friend of yours?” 

“Yea. We roomed together at 
college. It kinda’ got me, seeing 
him like that.” 

“What did he have to say when 
he found out who you were?” 
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“Oh, he was surprised, all right, 
and embarrassed too. I took him 
to a lunch room and made him eat 
all he could hold. Then asked 


him to tell me his story.” 


——._ | 0) 





” 


“Business reverses, eh? 

“In a way, yes. But not 
through any fault of his own.” 

““How’s that?” 

“Well, it was like this. He 
started in the carriage business. 
Manufactured wagon wheels. But 
just when he began to run into 





money, along comes the automo- ( sd 
bile, and-—blooey !” = (eK JOURNALIST 

















THE _ 
o> = DENTIST 
Yea? 

“Then he drifted from one part of it was, he made money. “That's right. Just as he was 
thing to another. Couldn’t seem Lots of it. He acquired some- making a go of this massage 
to get settled. Finally—Lord thing of a reputation and racket, somebody up in Michigan 
knows why—he decided to be a people used to come from all over invents one of these vibrators, the 
masseuse. You know. one of to get their kinks ironed out.” kind with a wide belt that shake 
those ‘rubber’ chaps. The funny “But now he’s down and out?” ~—your teeth loose and give you a 


headache. More of the things 
came along and they cut into the 
hand-massaging business, see, and 
before he knew it he was out of 
another job.” 

“Say, that’s tough. Poor fellow. 
No wonder you felt kinda blue 
after hearing that tale of woe.” 

“But wait, that’s not all. What 
do you think he did then?” 

“Can't imagine!” 

“He went into the flag-pole 
sitting business and made a pile. 
Or was well on the way to mak 
ing one, anyhow, when 

“When what?” 


























—~ “When along comes the endur 
Grorce Wasnincton—If there’s a historian here I want him ance flying craze.” 
to get this straight—here’s a bed I did not sleep in! A. W. Kwicur 
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‘Hey, Pop! Mama says for you to put these inside so’s they won't spoil.” 
10 
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“TI had a husband once, but he left me. 


Mustn’t Rub! 


“Now, don’t rub it, 
you'll only irritate it. 


Stanley; 
= oe: a 
dear, but it’s making your eye all 
inflamed. Where is it? ... Well, 
where does it feel as if it 
Try blowing vour nose hard... 


was? 


I know it isn’t in your nose, dear, 
but very often blowing will dis- 
lodge it in some way or other. 
“Come over under the light and 
let mother look. Don’t rub it— 
you'll only make it worse. 
What does it feel like. I mean, 
feel like an eye-winker? 
...lecan’t see a thing. Your eve 
is terribly red looking, dear; you 
must stop rubbing it. Try pull- 
ing the upper lid down over the 


does it 


lower. . . . There, did that get it 
out. Well, it’s probably out 


have left a 
right soon, 


but the speck may 
It'll be all 
if you don’t irritate it by rubbing. 

“All right, 
this 


scratch. 


dear; come over 
and I'll try 


Now, open your eye 


near window 


again. 


wide. Don’t blink—mother can’t 
see anything if you blink that 
WOV. 60. Now look up at the ceil- 
ing... . Now look over at grand- 
father’s portrait. Now 
look over the other way at 
the fruit dish. Now 


look down at the floor. ... Now 
keep your eye on the sideboard— 
I think I see it... . Oh, Stanley! 
You blinked. Now mother has 
lost track of it. ... It 
your imagination, dear 


must be 
I see the 


speck on your cheek. . . . See, it’s 
nothing but a little black dot. 
feel it still. The n, 
tell me where it is, dear... . Well, 


“You can 


gracious, you've rubbed it~ so 
much of course you don’t know 


... Here, I'll fill the 
washbowl and then you put your 
eye in it and maybe it’ll wash out. 

Does it feel like a bug or a 


where it is. 


cinder, dear? ... Let’s see—don't 
they put a cold key down the 
back, or something. Oh, no 


that’s for sneezing, isn’t it... . 
Wait, dear; I'll get a match and 
turn your eyelid back. Don't 
rub it, Stanley 


worse. 


it only makes it 
Now, put vour head ’way 


He went bac 





} 


“a 








to Princeton.” 


back while mother rolls your lid 


up on this match. Don't 
blink, dear; I can’t catch your 
lashes when you wink. . . . Oh, 
sweetheart! mother didn’t mean 


to stick the match in your eye 
did it hurt? Now don’t be 
impudent, Stanley—Mother was 
doing her best to get the speck 
out. —Jack CLUETT 


Not Dug, Jugged ! 


There’s gold in them there moun- 
tains, 
There’s gold in them there hills; 
The natives there are getting it 
by operating stills. 
—R. Cc. O’Brien 
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Virma—Has Olaf gone on the wagon? 
Greta—No, you can lead a Norse to water but you can’t make 


him drink it! 
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We’re Having Our Fun, Too 


NoTHeER foreign observer who has got us wrong 
is Viscount Rothermere, who says, “Work 
and money-making are almost the sole inter 

ests of the entire American nation. Americans have 
few hobbies, no leisured class and rarely retire from 
business, and the president of any one of a score of 
American corporations is a greater figure than any 
political president or Prime Minister in Europe. Sta- 
tistics and salesmanship are the scientific hobbies of 
the nation.”” He sees America as “the goal of refugee 
capital, just as a generation ago she was the goal of 
political fugitives,” and Wall Street as “a colossal 
suction pump draining the world’s capital and 
creating a vacuum in Europe.” The trouble with this 
familiar sort of comment is that it has a modicum 
of truth—just enough to take the edge off retort. 
But a clearer and more accurate statement of our 
case is that recently made by Dr. Julius Klein, our 
assistant secretary of commerce. He said, “The 
simple truth is that the economic levels of the entire 
world are being raised incalculably, and the financial 
resources of individual countries are being vastly 
augmented by reason of the prosperity, the resources, 
the methods and ideas, and the ever-growing needs of 
the American people.” 

That’s fact and we needn't be cocky about it. We 
don’t deserve much personal glory. Natural resources 
of material and power were here long before we 
were. The people of all the world sent their best 
emigrants here to develop those resources. 

We had the luck to escape the worst of the great 
war. Our ancestors—not ourselves—set up this 
democratic system under which initiative has been 
given free play and material progress made compara- 
tively easy. We have done many things badly but 
we are learning to do some of them better. The net 
result inevitably is that we are now the nation whose 
doings have the greatest importance for all other 
nations. And that, far from being a matter for 
pride, is a matter for humility. 

But we can’t stand for this pitifully stale patter 
about work and money-making being our sole inter- 
ests, and statistics and salesmanship our only 
hobbies. Leisure is the new American passion. 
Hobbies are coming to be our greatest delight. What 
does Rothermere think we do with all our automobiles 
and radio sets? We are reading more and _ better 
books, crowding schools, colleges and lecture halls, 








listening to music, trying our hands at all sorts of 
arts, planting gardens, playing golf, swimming, fish- 
ing, looking at sunsets, engaging in discussion, re- 
search and intellectual adventure. True, we. still 
rush about too much, but with most of us the hurry 
is not from task to task, but from diversion to di 
version. We are doing a lot of jobs but we are also 
having a darned good time. 


“Foreign Infinitesimals” 


Te what lengths this tariff hysteria can go, appears 

when we learn that higher rates are being asked 
on Bermuda celery and on eggs in the shell. Celery 
is imported from Bermuda to the vast amount of 
three-hundredths of one per cent of the domestic 
production. And we import one alien egg for every 
7,595 eggs laid by patriotic American hens. “This 
single intrusive egg,” says A. P. Dennis of the tariff 
commission, “is hardly up to par as fresh eggs go, 
being a venerable pickled duck egg from China. 
Will this Chinese duck egg break the American egg 
market?” What is really asked is not protection but 
exclusion. And “this doctrine of excluding foreign 
infinitesimals is one that will plague us in the end.” 


To Properly Write English 
Ove recent remarks advising people to freely split 


infinitives have caused us to seriously lose caste 
with some friends who were wont to genuinely re- 
spect us. Now comes an authority to staunchly sup- 
port us. Dr. J. Y. T. Grieg, A.M. and LL.D., in 
his new book in the Today and Tomorrow Series, 
says that the split infinitive is a mere bogy. He says: 
“I have known men who lived in positive dread of it. 
who lay awake o’nights haunted by a suspicion that 
it had crept into their business letters during the 
day. In kindness to these spectre-ridden boobs I 
would urge all writers for some years to regularly and 
without compunction split every infinitive that comes 
their way—even in letters to the Times.” 

He means the London Times. For this admonition 
comes from a Britisher. The fact is that Americans 
have always been more finicky about English than the 
English themselves. We have been too conscious 
of our past ignorance. Because we once were rail 
splitters we are now afraid to boldly become infini- 
tive splitters. 


R.J.W. 
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WHOM’S WHOM IN AMERICA 


Beatrice Fairfax spends a week-end in Reno. 
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Taxt Driver—D’ye haf to be so noisy? 


Foul Verse 


a 


The Flamingo 


_ 


The red Flamingo’s very tall, 
Scgrcely like a bird at all; 

But, in this gay vintage, eggs- 
Actly like a girl: all legs. 


Legs and 


lure— 


plumage, that’s the 

Always subtle, always sure 

To gather when and what they 
wish: 

Suckers and the like, poor fish. 


—GeorGE MitTcHELL 


A husband says the wives 
ought to get together and find out 
which one of them holds the en- 
That is, 
who has been up in the air for 
the longest time. 


durance championship. 





Lucky at Cards 

Then there is the 

tragedy of the bridge 

he married a woman with a one- 
trick mind. 


domestic 
expert; 








Three times I thought me tire blew out! 


Take that song I Love You, 
I Love You, I Love You. There's 
a lot in that song. 
terial for at 
theme songs. 


Enough ma 


least three movie 
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GENTLEMAN appropriately christened Brash 
took upon himself, with the aid of some of Old 


Bill Brady's rhino, 


the new theatrical season. 


collegiate boloney called 


the function of opening 
His tool was a slice of 


“Now-a-Days,” the nature 


of which may best be indicated in the fact that the 
hero, a Phi Beta Kappa man, employed such locutions 


s “If you only dreve like 


I told you to,” while the 


boozy manager of the football team went in for such 
hot King’s English as ““egomania,” etc. 


The Mons. Brash who, my gumshoe squad informs 
me, is in the advertising racket, is evidently much 


worked up about the younger generation. 


His play 


By 
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


with a bottle. 





““He’s dead, he’s dead!” she moaned. 


But the boy friend was by this time too, plastered 


to hear. 
Another act. 


The Phi Beta Kappa footballer, due 


for an Oxford scholarship, was accused of the 


murder. 
tuous heroine, his true 
name in the Graphic. 
rescue. “I did it!” 
whiskey.” A scream. 


pered. 


Things looked simply terrible. The vir- 
love, was about to get her 
But no. 
confessed Bess. “Give me a 

The great detective put his 
nose into the glass. “My 


Banana Bess to the 


God, poison!” he whis- 


In fewer words, Liederkranz. 


was apparently designed to prove to us that unless 
something is done pretty quick about our girls and 
boys we may fear the worst. As his character, the 
great detective, ululated at the final curtain—after 
one of the girls had killed a bootlegger and then 
taken cyanide of potassium—'‘‘My God, what’s this 
country coming to!” The dramatic critics in the 
audience agreed with him. 

The Rev. Brash’s preachment began with the spec- 
tacle of several co-eds discussing their amorous pec- 
cadillos with the boys. It appeared that one of the 
sweet ones was a little mama whose shoes were soled 
with banana skins and who currently had a yen for 
the noble footballer whom the pure heroine craved 
for her own. “I'll bet you fifty I can get him!” cried 
Banana Bess—and the show was on. After the 
likker was passed around, the banana baby slyly 
hocus-pocused herself into the footballer’s graces and 
the curtain fell upon the picture of her leading him 
off to a notorious boudoirhouse. Once in the latter, 
the siren proceeded to exercise her wiles and it 
seemed to be all over with the footballer when, sud- 
denly, came a knocking on the door. Enter a boot- 
legger, stewed. Words. A fight. The bootlegger 
pulled a gun. Whereupon Banana Bess, fearful for 
her boy friend's well-being, cracked him on the head 


Mayo Methot wasted a very good performance on 
the réle of the banana baby. 


* * * 


O~* the night following the opening of the Rev. 

Brash’s fromage, David Belasco proffered still 
another piece dealing with the impudent youth of 
the land but, leaving indignation to the stage of the 
Forrest Theatre, issued the Mons. Brash a loud 
horselaugh, in which the audience joined. The title 
of the exhibit: “It’s a Wise Child’; the author: 
Laurence E. Johnson. 

Our friend Johnson may, like Brash’s great detec- 
tive, believe that the country is going to the dogs 
because of the looseness of its young folk, but he 
happily gives no inkling of his view in his 
show. His idea is to let the country look out for 
itself and go to hell if necessary in the cause of some 
good laughs. His play is pretty crude stuff; it has 
no more polish than a hiker’s shoes; but it is often 
salubriously funny. Its laughs are bred from a 
species of humor removed from that of the morg re- 
fined Sunday schools, it is true, but I am surely not 
one to criticize them on that score. After such face- 
pullings as Brash’s, they find in me an eager radio. 


(Continued on page 27) 





Theatre 


“Now-a-Days” (Forrest) — Stopping “Bird in Hand” (Morosco) — As droll 


Digest 


“A Night in Venice” (Shubert)—The “My Girl Friday” (Republic)—A heavy 





over briefly in New York on its way to the 
talkie plants of Hollywood. Tripe. 

“It’s a Wise Child” (Belasco)—Some 
comical rough stuff. 

“Het Chocolates” (Hudson)—A Sambo 

and dance show with “Jazzlips” 
Rie rdson and other licorice talent. 

“Let Us Be Gay” (Little)—Humorous 
comedy involving a quarrelsome married 
pair on its way back to the boudoir. 

“The Little Show” (Music Box)—Fred 


Allen is a comique who will entertain you. 


a comedy as has been imported from 
England in some time. 


“Journey's End” (Miller)—One of the 


better war plays acted as proficiently here 
as in London. 


“Street Scene” (Playhouse) — Bill 
Brady is forgiven for having put on 
“Now-a-Days. 


“Almanac” (Erlanger)—John Murray 
Anderson's new revue, to be commented 
on next week. 


M. Healy and his crew of clowns. 

“The Camel Through the Needie’s 
Eye” (Guild) — Who would have ex- 
pected it of the Theatre Guild? 

“Follow Thru” (46th Street) — Good 
tunes and some swift leg-work. 

Beok” (Carroll)—Some pre- 
sentable maidens and some naughty 
cracks. 

“Broadway Nights” (54th Street) — 
Odette Myrtil partly offset by Dr. Rock- 

! 


wel 


attempt to be dirty. Claptrap. 

“Hold Everything” (Broadhurst) — 
Still hoofing it at a fast clip. 

“The New Moon” (Imperial)—Stil! 
warbling it dulcetly. 

“Whoopee” (New Amsterdam) — Dr. 
Cantor . + ty interrupted peri- 


odieally entrance and exit of 
Ziegfeld A, 


for Shert” (Waldorf) — Fiske 
O'Hara risks the hazards of Broadway. 
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huddled, and jostled into one movie theatre 
simply because by accident or design the menu 
consists of raw meat. The movie they were waiting 
to see was “Telling the Cock-eyed World.” It is a 
gigantic smoking-car scene occupied by traveling 
salesmen in United States Marine uniforms. The 
story is a continuation of Captain Flagg and Sergeant 
Quirt of “What Price Glory” fame, or “With the 
Marines at Home and Abroad.” 

This bawdized Rollo Boys story will be hilariously 
funny or revolting to you, depending upon your 
viewpoint. The big laughs are harmless enough. A 
corporal drags a Latin lass before the sergeant. “I’m 
bringing you the lay of the land!” he says. 

“T’ve got the lay of the land,” replies the sergeant 
—where’s Mariana?” 


I is pitiful to see eight thousand people seated, 


Again, one of the Rollo boys informs his comrade 
that he “is up a well-known crick.” 


Another ace is the scene in which the comic relates 
the traveling-salesman classic to one of the native 
entertainers, and when she says she has heard it he 
gets to his feet and remarks: 
a walk.” 

The scenario for this well-directed series of Shu 
bert revue sketches was written by Lawrence Stall- 
ings and Maxwell Anderson, the gentlemen responsi- 
ble for “What Price Glory,” the greatest war play 
ever written in this country. “Telling the Cock- 
eved World” is a cortected carbon copy, smeared and 
marred by corrections from the original. 

] enjoyed “Telling the Cock-eyed World” for the 
dubious reason that for once a movie portrayed pro- 
fessional soldiers as 


“Let’s you and me take 


gentlemen who spend their 
leisure time drinking, gambling and wooing not too 
reluctant ladies, instead of Y.M.C.A. secretaries. 
When you consider that Mary Pickford could not 
represent an expectant mother in a talking movie, 
even though the réle was praised when Helen Hayes 
spoke the same lines on the stage, and that “The 
Green Hat,” a best-seller, had to change its title and 







the disease of its hero before the censor-fearful 
authorities would put them in movie form, it is a re 
lief to hear even innocuous bawdy lines growled over 
the movie tone by two very, very rough fellows 
Outside of enjoying the novelty of seeing William 
Fox bait the censors—and I would give a lot to know 
how he got it through the lines—‘Telling the Cock 
eyed World” disappointed and disgusted me. | 


object strenuously to the storv. If we have to have a 
Marine corps, I'm not going to write my Congress 
nan. If we have to occupy a mise rable, bogged and 


helpless Latin-American country, let the boys in th 
saddle ride as hard as they please, and save the ma 
hogany and petroleum of another man’s country for 
democracy. If our prote ssional soldic rs are orde red 
to shoot and bomb men who are performing the 
heinous duty of protecting their homes, it bothers me 
not at all. But I will not sit quiet and see all this 
dramatized and glorified in the name of patriotism 
that’s rubbing it in. 

I resent the movie because two men of. stature 
signed their names to this traveling salesman’s epic. 
I know it will not disturb the Messrs. Stallings and 
Anderson to hear that 1 consider them cheap fellows. 
And it is reasonable to argue that if two reputable 
artists need a yacht or a Long Island estate it is their 
own affair if they want the movies to foot the bill. 
But I have a feeling that if Bellows had turned out 
a comic strip for the same purpose it would have 
been good, and that if Cabell wrote jokes for Jupa: 
they would be funny—and “Telling the Cock-eved 
World” is neither good nor funny. It is funny in 
the sense that it would be funny to read an old, old 
smutty story in S. Parkes Cadman’s daily counsel to 
the lovelorn, or that it would be surprising to hear 
your maiden aunt rip out a stream of profanity, be- 
cause the ordinary movie is restrained to the phrase- 
ology of the catechism. 

But “Telling the Cock-eyed World” is a cheap 
imitation of “What Price Glory.” Some of the 
scenes are almost identical. I object to the work 

(Continued on page 25) 














“alibi”’—Fast-moving. Excellent di- “Cocoanuts”—The Four Marx Broth- 
rection and acting in a crook talkie. ers worth seeing in a musical comedy but 
“Broadway”—Fantastic sets, fair mu- "° worth hearing. 


8 good direction, but no acting in a “The Cock-Eyed World” —In this issue. 


talkie version of the famous stage play 
“Bulldog Drummond”—Ronald Col- “Four Feathers” —An extravagant but 


man steps out as the leading man of Hol- dutl combination of animal life and army 
lywood in the best talkie to date. trouble in the Soudan. 


The Movie Guide 





“A Dangerous Woman” —\ ery bad. 
“Hearts in Dixie” —Uncle Tom's Cabin 
with music, including a marvelous come- 


dian and some excellent singing. ll- “Street Girl’—First good musical 
negro, all-talking. talkie. 


“Innocents of Paris’””— famous French 


star in an old plot. Chevalier does “Single Standard” —Fair entertain- 
enough to make it worth while ment, with Greta Garbo. 


“Piccadilly” — Excellent silent movie. 
“River of Romance” — A musing. 
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A Merrie Ballade 


Nowe goode Sirre Kay wasse 
rather gay, 

So runne ye olden stories; 

At gaymes offe chance wasse wont 
to play, 

Thysse knyghte could spynne ye 
ivories. 


He tolde hysse goodlie spouse 
one nyghte, 

That he to court must go; 

To confer wythe alle 
knyghtes, 

On thysse, ande so ande so. 


other 


Sirre Kay thenne clymbed upon 
hysse steede, 

And waved ve wyffe farewelle; 

Thenne urged hysse charger onne, 
“More speede, 

We go to raysse somme helle.” 


He founde ye knyghtes inne con- 
ference, 


About ye Tayble Rounde; 

He heard ye shouts offe, “Get 
thee hence,” 

“By Harry, I'll be bounde.” 


Thenne goode Sirre Kay got inne 
ye play, 

Ande shooke ye speckled cubes; 

“An seven, dice, eleven pray, 

I fain would clean thesse rubes.”’ 


Ye dice werre rolynge badde 
thysse nyghte, 

He rolled ye box cars twycce ; 

He loste hysse suit offe armoure 
bryghte, 

And _sayed 
nycce. 


thynges notte so 


He loste an costlie shyrtte offe 
mayle, 

Whenne Gareth tossed an seven; 

He took an goodlie drynke offe 
ayle, 

Ande cast hysse eyes 
Heaven. 


toward 





Soone Kay hadde nothynge left 
to shoot, 

He'd loste alle hysse apparelle, 

He mayde an picture verrie cute, 

Surrounded by an barrelle. 

Whenne he get home he tolde 
hvsse wy ffe 

An goodlie tavle offe woe; 

Butte she sayed, “Fie upon such 
bunke”’ 


No morre to court you'll go.” 


Nowe goode Sirre Kay isse stylle 
quite gay 

And handie wythe ye lance; 

Butte no morre wythe ye knyghtes 
does play, 

At merrie gaymes offe chance. 


—R. G. Bowmann 


Man, I tell you it’s bonded. 
You couldn't get anything better 
if you went to Europe for it. 
You ought to patronize home in- 
dustry anyhow. 
me long 


You’ve known 
enough to know I 
wouldn’t try to put something 
over on you. Yes, it’s real 20- 
year bonded stuff. Specifications 
and everything. Sign right here 
and we'll have a bonded roof over 
your head next week. 


Mrs.—I'm going to leave you 
in an hour and never return. 

Mr.—Would you mind darning 
a few socks before you go? 
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PitumBer—And how is your 
heating system, Mrs. Klein- 
schmitz? 

Mrs. Kiermsscumitz — Oh, 
Kohler and Kohler. 
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High Hattractions 


“Ticker,” the new Wall Street 


game . . . Max Rosen’s fish 
market on Orchard Street, off the 
Bowery, at 11 P.M. ... The 


swimming pool in the Barbizon 
Burt’s English brogues on 
Stone Street below Wall ... The 
push-cart stable at 170 Eldridge 
Street . . . Lobster thermidor in the lobby of the 
Barclay ... Briggs’ cartoons . .. Ice cream soda 
for 8 cents at the corner of Allen and Rivington .. . 
The good-looking barnacle who purchased an extra 
chair on the Bay State Limited so she could put 
her feet up ... Salted peanuts at the A&P... 
Rolls Razors ... “Hangar 13” at Roosevelt field 
where pilots whisper for bottled tail-spins ... The 
Hupmobile advertisement of Rosamond Pinchot. 


Along Broadway in Disguises 
Snubbed into solitaire! ...That’s what we were. 
So Mac and I glued hair on our faces, donned wigs, 
and, mounting our two-wheelers, set out for the 
exclusive and smart Casanova Club on West 52nd. 

Mae was disguised as “Sonny” Whitney, while I 
masqueraded as Neysa MeMein’s husband. Jack 





,—— 















LK inal 


Baragawanath (or August Heck 
sher, if you were sitting on the 
other side of the room). We 
drew up in our sport tandems 
and had, as our back-seat drivers, 
a couple of worms who wore red 
and blonde wigs. Let us call 
them Maude and Peggy for short. 
They were from Philadelphia 
and yawned incessantly. Even 
our best friends were aw baw’ed up and didn’t ex 
pect us. 

My false beard itched something fierce and, any- 
way, I was getting fed-up on being Jack Baraga- 
wanath, so I traded chin-straps with Mac—he 
suddenly became Jack Baragawanath (or Neysa 
MecMein, in the dimmed lights), and I snapped into 
a rapid “Sonny” Vanderbilt Whitney. The dis- 
guise was complete except for the bank account. 
We remained in these réles until Jerry Friedman 
started playing “I Kiss Your Hand, Madame,” at 
which Mac and I traded wigs with Maude and 
Peggy, escaped hurriedly to the room upholstered 
in mirrors, and left Neysa MeMein’s husband, 
The Duchesse de Gramont and “Sonny” to pay 
the check and 
Society of Five 


become “Distinguished in the 
Nations” for Pond’s Extract. 


(Continued on page 26) 
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DRoP IN AT GUY HOPES SIO. HE'S NEVER 


Too BUSY To PLAY A LILT ON “THE HARMONICA, (HE HAS CNER Sik THOUSAND HARMONICAS!) MR. HGFFS GEAIUS onl 


THE HARMONICA SHOULD BE CALLED TO 


SOME BobY'S ATTEsillIoN —-SoME BoPY 
FoR THE ENFORCEMENT OF PEACE” OR GRoVER WHALEN, MAYBE. 


SUCH AS *-THE NATIONAL LEAGUF 
HE HAS PRACTICALLY GWEA UP TASTE 


PRAWING- FOR THE HARMONICA. HE SAYS THE PASTEL. DUST GETS WTO THE HARMONICA HOLES AND SOME 


—— —_———— 


DAYS HE CAN'T PLAY 4 THANG! | HAVENT MUCH6 SAY ABOUT IT ONE WAY CR ANGIHER [OFFER 
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He—Aha! There’s that darn collar-button I was looking for! 





W we've discovered no 


new George Sands or Tol- 
stoyvs among the piles of “light 
summer fiction’ the publishers 
left on our doorstep this week. 
We did discover, however, that 
Susan Ertz, a talented English 
miss, has written a very readable 
biographical novel called ‘The 
Galaxy,” which, if it has a fault, 
is that of generosity. Susan gives 
and gives till it Ertz. In August 
*we're apt to crave a few less of 
the facts of life and “The Gal 
axy” tells all, and then some, 
from the birth to death of Laura 
Alicia Deverell. 

Then there was a little work of 
Art called “The American Col 
ony” by Charles Brackett. It’s a 
jool about the French Riviera and 
the way Americans carry on while 
living there. It seems that when 
they talk to the French they say 
“Bon jour” instead of “How do 
you do!” And a lot of drinking 
goes on and the married men 
notice other women’s legs. The 
characters are all very dangerous 
and—ho-hum—terribly, terribly 
unmoral. Mothers who want to 
keep their sons away from that 
sink of iniquity, the Riviera, 
should read this without fail. 

Tearing ourself away with dif- 
ficulty from this masterpiece, we 
came, thankfully, to Maristan 
Chapman's “Homeplace,” a sim 
pler thing, about simple people 
living on mountain tops but full 
of the urge to be off and away 
from those mountain tops. 
“Homeplace” is a decently writ 
ten book and will surprise you in 
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its lowdown on how the Ten 
nessee mountain people live these 
days. It destroys the John Fox. 
jr., picture of the shaggy hill- 
billy who, ignorant of the where- 
abouts of Europe, slogs moon 
shine and sets in his crumby 
cabin with corncob, rusty gun, 
and mangy dog, schemin’ ter 
avenge the killing of his great- 
grandfather, shot from ambush 
in the age-old feud o' the Hepple- 
whites with the Thwicklebiddies. 
Lady Chapman’s folk are modern, 
real, and, as Clement Shorter 








Doctor—Does that hurt? Yes! 

















Does that? 


would say, “living.” 


—Tep SHANE 
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More Unpublished 
Testimonials 


Dear Mr. Fox. 
After taking six lessons on how 









to fly a plane from your Fox 
Movietone News, I gave it a 
thorough trial and am glad to re- 
port that I will be out of this 
Hospital in six weeks. I was 
told that I made a perfect three- 
point landing, one on each ear 
and one on my neck. While it 
is true that my first trial was not 









exactly what one might term a 
success, I still consider myself 
one of your student fliers, and am 
not the least discouraged. 

Yours Very Truly 


The Goodwear Tire Co. 
Gentlemen 

I owe my good health to the 
use of Goodwear tires. Before 
using them I was in a weak and 
run down condition. Since equip 




















ping my car with them, however, 
I get all exercise necessary for 
two men. I find after changing 
two or three tires each day, I 
am able to sleep at night like a 
baby. 
Sincerely Yours 
—A. J. Frazier, 


Simmons Univ. °32 








Most Latin students have no 
grudge against Brutus for kill- 
ing Caesar. The one thing they 
do hold against him is that he 
didn’t kill Caesar before he 
wrote the ““Commentaries.” 
—H. K. Lowe, 

Rutgers ’31 


















Smith—I don’t like this idle 
gossip about my wife and the 
men at the boarding house. 

Jones—What are you going to 
do about it? 

Smith—I'm going out and kill 
a few roomers. 
—JrAN PROVENCE, 

U. of Arizona, ’30 
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Famous Last Words 


+ 

; Charles I.—Axe me another. 
4 Daniel—Hold that lion. 
Goliath—Thank you, David. 


Samson—This ought to bring 





| 
y down the house. | 
I" Noah Webster—Zyumurgy. j 
“tA —Henry Jackson, } 
| Cornell, ’32 yt 
} 


And then there’s Bermuda’s | 
new national anthem: the onion 
song, “I Kiss Your Hand, | 
Madam.” 

—Pavt Lvy, 
Oregon, 29 





“Use the word ‘emissary’ in a 


“How Xmas-card writers 
7) Amas-care riters » 
- [ « . sentence. 


; ; 777) ; = on ° 2? 
gain inspiration during sum Emissary I made you ery. 


ES 


>”? 
mer. 
™ —Berk AnTHony, —A. Breen, 


Stanford °32 Trinity *31 














































“Yeh, Jim, I fought with him for over two hours!” | 
—Wiriiam Dwyer, Yale ’31 
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HOW GOOD is YOUR BRIDGE GAME? 


I invite you to enter my Bidding Contest 


for prizes valued at 


$14.000.00 


T doesn’t cost a penny 
to enter the contest or 
win the prizes. You don't 
have to buy anything. Just 
bid 12 Auction Bridge (not 
Contract) hands as nearly 


as possible like my bidding. 4 ae 
I have bid these hands, 00 ah . 
sealed them, and placed #082 


them in the safe box of 
Jupce. The seal will not 
be broken until the con- 
test is closed. One prob- 
lem will appear here each 
week. Opposite is shown 
the eleventh problem. Be- 


In each problem South is the dealer 
and bids first. 

South, West, North and East must bid 
or pass in turn until the Contract is 
secured (or until all have passed). 

Solutions must be written on one side 
of a single sheet of paper. 

Not more than three solutions to any 
one problem may be submitted by one 
contestant, and if more than one is sub- 
mitted all must be written on a single 
(the same) sheet. 

Solutions to more than one problem 
must not be submitted on the same sheet. 

Not more than one contestant may sub- 
mit solutions on a single sheet. 

No solutions submitted may be with- 
drawn. 

Name and address of contestant and 
the number of the problem must be 
clearly written or printed on each sheet. 
Name must be exactly the same on all 
solutions. 

Solutions must not be submitted on the 
printed forms or pages from Judge or on 
other printed forms in which the prob- 
lems will be published. 

Contestants are requested not to write 
letters, give reasons for bids, play the 
hands, set down the problems or attach 
copies of the problems to their solutions. 

Solutions to any or all problems may 
be submitted at any time up to the close 
of the contest on September 30th. Any 
solution received by September 30th will 
count in the contest. No solutions will be 


PROBLEM No. 11 








South bids first. No score. 


Conditions of Contest 


published until after the contest has 
closed. Contestants are urged to send in 
their solutions week by week as the prob- 
lems appear in Judge, but this is not a 
condition. Each problem will have es 
many scoring points as are determined by 
the number of correct bids or passes in 
proper order—that is, one point for each 
correct bid or pass in order. But if a 
contestant submits more than one solu- 
tion to a problem, his or her score for 
that problem will be the average score 
for the solutions submitted. 


Each bid or pass after contestant by 
correct bidding has arrived at the final 
pass in Mr. Lenz’ solution will take one 
point from the score of contestant for 
the problem involved. 

The prize winners will be the con- 
testants in order scoring the greatest ag- 
gregate number of points in the series. 

If two or more contestants tie they will 
receive like prizes. 

A contestant will not be awarded more 
than one prize. 

Prizes are arranged in three groups in 
order to keep everybody interested all the 
time. 

There is a list of prizes for the entire 
series of twelve problems; a list of prizes 
for the last eight problems; and a list of 
prizes for the last four problems. 

All solutions will be entered for the 
prizes for the entire series. Solutions of 
problems No. 5 to No. 12 will be entered 
for the prizes for the last eight problems 
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low are given the rules of 
the contest as set up by 
Jupce. They are simple 
and clear. Please read 
them carefully. 

Do not bid these hands 
by “double dummy” meth- 
od. Make each player bid 
in turn on the values play- 
er holds and in consider- 
ation of previous bids. 


You can start any time. 
Problem No. 10 appeared 
last week. Solution to any 
problem will be accepted 
up to September 30th. 


also. Solutions of problems No. 9 to 
No. 12 will be entered for the prizes for 
the last four problems also. Contestants 
in the order of their scores will be 
awarded the prizes of greatest value to 
which they may be entitled in any of the 
three series. 

If a contestant qualifies for more than 
one prize he or she will receive the prize 
of greatest value for which contestant 
qualifies. 

The method of scoring makes it pos- 
sible for a contestant to win any prize, no 
matter when contestant starts, and even 
if solutions to all problems are not sub- 
mitted. But those who submit solutions 
to all problems are most likely to secure 
the winning scores. 

Mr. Lenz will be the impartial judge of 
all awards. 

In an October issue of Judge we will 
begin publication of solutions to the 
problems and in succeeding issues will 
publish solutions of all problems. In a 
November issue of Judge we will publish 
the names of all prize winners; and all 
prizes will be delivered immediately 
thereafter. 

No employee of Judge or member of 
an employee’s family or household may 
enter this contest. 

Address all solutions to 


Lenz Bridge Contest 
Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 
18 East 48th St., New York City 
















Judging the Movies 


(Continued from page 19) THOSE ARE HARSH WORDS SIR! Ue 
of the authors because they stole at y s’.* 
the uniforms from the characters 

of their superb play, stuffed them 
with sawdust, filled them with 
profanity, and pawned them to 
the movies. Once the characters 
seemed men; now they are vauds 

ville hoofers standing on the curb 















; 
exchanging telephone numbers 

and stories. I have heard that | 

Stallings lost a leg in Argonne 

forest. Since “Plumes” and 
















“What Price Glory” I fear he has 
lost even more. 

For the sake of entertainment. 
I am sure you will find “Telling 
the Cock-eyed World” more than 
satisfactory, and that the story 
will not disturb you deeply. Being 
of war age, war appears a grim 
business to me and the prospect 
of free whiskey and women still 
does not make it too attractive. 
Neither a professional soldier nor 
a cheap artist impresses me very 
much—I’m out of step with the 

















This is a little drama of the 80’s. Scene: Old Delmoni- 
eight thousand who liked the co’s. Edward Stokes has just punched the nose of James : 
show, but my own prej udices will | Gordon Bennett, (Editor of the New York Herald).* ; r 








not let me change step. Since 1879 Melachrino has been a world favorite. To- 
, day, wherever people of good taste gather, you'll find 
Encouraging 





Melachrino, as at old Delmonico’s fifty years ago. Try 


A Dublin man who has just the refinement and mildness of this fine old cigarette! 








' 
-elebrate i ‘dth bi f 
celebrated his hundredth birth *Ref. ‘History of Old New York and the House of Delmonico.” 
day says he has been a teetotaler ' 
all his life. Which goes to prove id 
that total abstinence, after all, ' 





eee ovo sox | METAGHRINO CIGARETTES 


| And Pretzels 


“Some men thirst after fame, 







1879-1929 — 50 YEARS A LEADER 









QUALITY STANDS THE TEST OF TIME 

some after money, some after ‘ oii 

love.” Ask Your Dealer About Melachrino’s Golden Jubilee-Gilt Package 
“I know something all thirst 






after.” 
“What is that?” STRAW TIPS bicdieeacitias 
“Salt herring.” CORK TIPS 











Large Size 30c 
KARIKATUREN PLAIN ENDS 





Solution of Last Week’s Puzzel 





































































































; —_ i Do You Play Bridge? Then Clip This Coupon 
Ts rw) rw 
BIOIR 3 j WAL C HA | The Union Tobacco Company - 
AIR] LS ERBOIN|E PIR) | DIE} pag» a C8 
iLIEIN THES TIOOLBERIA S| 511 Fifth Ave., New York City 
| MES'H) | PEEINEIARE ART . _— | 
The SIA Gentlemen: Please send me your Melachrino-Bridge offer of (1) 60 
meee re ERISA 5 Al | Melachrino Cigarettes—Cork tips, Straw tips and Plain ends, (2) the 
BIOMBRVE (E|t uu lS score pad with the latest rules of contract bridge, (3) two packs of 
Olt MIE. GRE |L DEE |OIN, © the famous gilt-edge Congress Cards, free of any advertising, bearing 
2 L bie Y N n Au Y S > TM nN my monogram, $4.75 value, for which I enclose my check for $2.50. 
DEER A\P N TH E S ER Pe ee aE A ee dllinakcn ” ebilaesiitaekaciatatinichelaldaldicatia 
S ORIEISHTIHUMBEEO) | 
MAIREBDIE|E BBA! | TEEL/OB ELA TE ae RTO ek ET 
AILIARMEPIAILIMSEEBIOL |E wets) 
RIO/PIE|SHEL |EEMBH/OIOIE|Y ec ceeene et neieoneeneronrceent senentanotitian 
TIE E|DEBA'S|| (DIERRAIMO'S | Oeste ereiosaismmalinaneadinie —_ — Pe 












© THE UNION TOBACCO COMPANY 

















Tus Poor FELLOW GOT A 
BREAK — BuT- NOT 
THE RIGHT MIND ° 
a never happens if your wife has 
PYRAMIDS to solve. She'll start on it at 
10 P. M.,—solve it anywhere from 11 to 12, 
and sleep the sleep of the contented from 
midnight till morn. 
You'll find PYRAMIDS helpful that way. 
It will fascinate your wife—but make sure 








: that you, too, don't start on it when you get 
in or there will be no 
sleep at all for you .%4. ] 
that night- : 
because every- 
body likes— 


PYRAMIDS 


“The talk of the Town” 


50c. at all toy, department and novelty stores, or direct from 








KNAPP ELECTRIC, INC., 200 Sth Ave., N. Y. C. 

' Div. P. R. Mallory & Co., Inc. 
' Royal Portable Typewriter 
| Globe-Wernicke Three-Piece Set, in 
i Walnut. Chesterfield Home Desk, 
' Library Case and Chair. 

Graybar Stimulator (Electrical Exer- 
| ciser, complete with de luxe cabinet). 
- 


Pyramids—a problem puzzle from 
the ancients. 


These are some of the selected prizes 
in the 


Lenz $14,000.00 
Bridge Contest 


See page 24 
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‘Pep up! Cool off . 4 


. these Hot Summer Days 


WaITE'S 


URIGINAL 


| Cools your head like an ocean breeze. Osage Rub pepe 
ye up with os testing cooling effect. Renews vigor when 











and hot. Sto headaches. Refreshes in summer 
hest. Get the thril! ot an Osage Ruh 





| Feelin’ For You 











This thoughtful wife has 


made 


arrangements to accompany 


her husband, who is prone to sing in his bath. 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 21) 


I'll bet Neysa MeMein’s hus- 
band, Jack Baragawanath, 
The Marquise de 
Joseph 


alias 

née 
burnt-up 
when the Mirror reporters pulled 
her wig off (or his wig off, de- 
pending on who it was)... If 
they'd only noticed the “J. J.” 
and “J. M.” monograms on our 
handle-bars, hey, Mac! 


Polignac, 
Urban, was 


Spelling Spree 


After Mr. Blowface has fin- 
ished telling how he would have 


gone over in the Graf if it hadn’t 
been for the wife and kids, 
a game of Spelling Spree. 7 
Someone starts the first letter of 
a word he may or may not have 
in mind. The next player adds 
a letter, going on with the spell- 
ing of a word he has in mind. 
The idea is to make somebody 
else, not you, end the word. 
Three-letter words are out; 
wise proper names. . 
that ends the word has to say 
“Boop, boop-a-doop” until the 
players get so sick of it they boil 
his ears in deep bacon grease. 
(Mae gets one of his own draw- 
ings for the above suggestion!) 


start 


like- 


. . The one 


The Best Steppers 


The High Hatters, Victor: 
Low Down Rhythm and Gotta 
Ted 


Wallace’s, Columbia: 
light March 


The Moon- 


and Sweetness ... 


George Olsen’s, Victor: If We 
Never Should Meet Again and 
Just Another Kiss Hal 


Kemp’s, Brunswick: In the Hush 
of the Night... Ben 
Brunswick: Baby—QOh, 
Can You Be? . To say noth 
ing of Dick Boyle’s Fife and 
Drum Corps with Guy Hoff on 
the mouth organ and _ incidental 
solos by Dr. Jencke. (No record, 
no show, no good.) 


Bernie's, 
Where 
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DisaPPoINTED Man (to 
wife)—Come on home. 
will never hit her. 

—NEBELSPALTER, ZURICH 
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Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 16) 


The plot, in so far as I am able 
to relate it in a periodical that 
enjoys a wide ecclesiastical circu 
lation, has to do with a young girl 
who, in order to get rid of an 
objectionable old suitor, tells him 
that she is about to become the 
mother of a baby. The lines pro 
ceeding from this fable touch 
frequently upon topics of a very 
intimate nature but, save’ in 
one or two instances, sidestep the 
suggestion of a smirk and pro- 
vide nobby low amusement. The 
presenting troupe is generally 
satisfactory and the M. Belasco 
has on this occasion avoided the 
over-embellishment of his stage 
that often in the past has played 
hare-and-hounds with an _ audi- 
ence’s eyes at the expense of 
playwright and actors. 


Weekend Verses 
Tue Baturoom 

Remember while you're here, you 
fool, 

That this is not the Shelton pool, 

If you would bathe we can’t re- 
fuse it, 

But others here would like to use 
it. 

The Great Outdoors and Nature’s 
calling, 

The bathroom is no place for 
stalling. 

So kindly haste your morning 
laving 

And hasten too, I pray, your 
shaving, 

And if you happen, in your hurry, 

To cut your throat, why we 
should worry. 

But while you're in here please 
remember 

We're moving back to town Sep- 
tember. 


—NewWmMAN Levy 
in the New Yorker 
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Professor—Ah, this shrub 
belongs to the Retinospora 
family. 

The Lady—Say, you old 
fossil! Do you mean to in- 
sinuate that I stole it! 











EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 


When your wife says... Give 


ing the cook notice is a man’s job” “ee 


be nonchalant ... LIGHT A MURAD. 





*. Lorillard Co 


Est. 1760 

















TRE RUXTORS 


America’s first front-wheel-drive Motor Car . . . Body by Budd, 
colorings and interior by Urban . . . powered with a 90 H.P. 


straight eight motor of new design... an utterly different auto- 


mobile created to exacting specifications and priced at above 
$4,000.00. 


This car selected as the 


GRAND PRIZE 


IN THE LENZ BRIDGE CONTEST 


Any one may win it. See page 24. 
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“Can’t you find a table, Theobald?” 


“Not yet. I don’t seem able to attract anyone’s attention!” 


Mrs. Dash wished to show 
kindness _ to Captain Blank, so 
sent him this invitation: 

“Mrs. Dash requests the pleas- 
ure of Captain Blank’s company 
at a reception on Friday eve- 
ning.” 

A prompt reply came: 

“With the exception of three 
men, who, unfortunately, are suf- 
fering from measles, Captain 
Blank’s company accepts your 
kind invitation, and will come 
with pleasure to your reception 
on Friday evenimg.” 

—PErARSON’S 


Curiosity—Did you give your 
wife that little lecture on econ- 
omy you talked about? 

Domesticity—Yes. 

Curiosity—Any results? 

Domesticity—lI've got to give 
up smoking. 

—Tir Birs 


It is suggested that the Statue 
of Liberty should be removed 
from New York Harbour. But 
why? It acts as an excellent 
memorial. 

—Lonpon OPpINion 


He was visiting the newlyweds 
at their home. Everything was 
fine, but— 

“Why did you take an apart- 
ment with such a tiny kitchenette, 
Tom, old boy?” 

“Well, you're the first man I’ve 
told, so keep it quiet. It’s so 
small I can’t get in there to help 
my wife when she’s doing the 
dishes.” 

— PATHFINDER 


, 


—Hvumorist 


“What I want to see,” said the 


unmentioned girl in the beauty 

contest, “is a group photograph 

of the judges’ wives.” 
—MonrreaL Star 














Sold Again 
The auctioneer held up a bat- 
tered fiddle. 
“Lot Twenty-four,’ he an- 


nounced to his audience, who 


were for the most part neigh- 
boring farmers. ‘Now, what 
am I offered for this beautiful 
violin? 

“Take a look at its case. See 
the blurred finger-marks of re- 
morseless Time. To the merry 
notes of this fine old instrument 
the brocaded dames of fair 
France have danced the stately 
minuet in the glittering ballrooms 
of Versailles. Now, gentlemen, 
what do you offer me for this in- 
strument?” 

There was a long silence while 
the locals turned the auctioneer’s 
words over in their minds. 

“Fifty cents,” said one at 
length. 

“It’s yours,” declared the auc- 
tioneer cheerfully. “Now for 
Lot Twenty-five !’ —Prarson’s 





Tue Passencer in tHE Van—lIWot is this ’ere traffic problem 


the papers is always gassin’ about, Bill? 


—Hvmorist 
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“Step on It, Your Highness,” 
Said Sir Walter 


The loveliest coat in his coaterie. 








Walter's new coat. Down into the mud it went. 
Across it trod Her Royal Highness .. . Squish! Slosh! Swoosh! R. L. P., lovely coat. 


You died nobly! 


“I'm so sorry,” said the Queen. “Really... .” 





“Don't mention it,” said Sir Walter. “It tickled my Sixth Sense to see it. Look, 
I'm laughing.” 








“And what, pray, is this Sixth Sense?” asked the Queen, who wasn’t very good at 
puzzles, 


“Got you that time,” chuckled Raleigh. “It is my saving grace. It is my Sense of 
Humor.” 









Nowadays we don't pave streets with coats for our ladies. But we do 
tered by all kinds of depressing things in a lifetime; bills, ills, chills, glooms, grouches 
and what not! Take a tip from Raleigh. Cultivate the Sixth Sense—Humor. How? 
Very simple. Merely by reading Jupce weekly. 


get spat- 





JUDGE PUBLISHING CO.,, INC. 
18 E. 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 








Name...... ‘ Pike ee rere ee 
Dear Judge: 
I want to cultivate the Sixth Sense, and enclose my 
check for oo 








| 104-week course $7.80 





Sn GN ih 65 desde nds cens 5.00 Pee 52cm esas 
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JUDGE’S 
Cross-W ord Puzzle 
Book 


Edited by the staff of Jupce in 
answer to an overwhelming de- 
mand, it contains 50 of the best 
cross-word puzzles that have ever 
appeared in Jupce. 


We are the originators of Humor- 
ous Cross-Word Puzzles.... To 
us “SOAP” is not “A compound of 
fatty acid”—it is “What the farmer 
uses for the soil.” . There are 
more than 6.000 of these humor- 
ously clever definitions which would 
make Noah Webster turn over in 
his grave. 

A foreword by the well-known 
cartoonist, Briggs. 


Humorous titles and clever cap- 
tions on every page. 

An attractive cover by Ruth East- 
man Rodgers. 


The book is respectfully dedi- 
cated: “To that great horde of di- 
version seekers, which include: 


OCEAN TRAVELERS—R. R. 
COMMUTERS—ENDURANCE 
FLYERS—WEEK-END VISI- 
TORS—FLAG POLE SITTERS— 
ELEVATOR STARTERS— 
STEAM SHOVEL WATCHERS— 
TICKET CHOPPERS—NIGHT 
WATCHMEN—DEBUTANTES 
and other PUZZLERS.” 


The answers in the back of the 
book are sealed until your self- 
control forsakes you and you just 
can't stand the suspense any longer. 


Order Your Copy Now 


before the deluge sets in! . . . This 
greatest of all cross-word puzzle 
books will be off the press in a few 
days, and by sending in the coupon 
at once you will be assured of get- 
ting your copies at the earliest pos- 
sible date. ... You'll never have 
so much fun, and get so many 
laughs anywhere for $1.50. 


serene 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 
18 East 48th Street, 
New York, N. Y. 


Dear Sirs: 


, 


Please send me .... copies of Judge’s 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book, at $1.50 each, 
for which I enc!ose $ j 


Cai Adda nd aon wiih did ce Wale se eee 
1 
Address. ... l 
I 
ee ... State | 
EN 
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Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 119 
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62 





67 





70 





























Submitted by Catherir 


59. 


MacMillan, Chicago, IU. 


Horizontal 


Be careful—do not break this. You might mess up 
a suit 

One of the trials of an aviator. 

This is what a man does when he lies, 

This describes China. 

This is wicked 

A goat without any go. 

These are thrilling 

The kind of people who never read the news- 
papers. (They are in a grave situation.) 

This fell for the pied piper 

Just for example this is an abbreviation 

What an Eskimo wil! do when he gets fat. 

You wiil not have much interest in this. 

Stepped on it 

The laboring classes never live in this. 

You will always see these hanging around a Chi- 
nese joint. 

A good thing to use while working the “Judge” 
puzzles. 

This is often caused by back-seat driving. 

You will be going some if you can pass this. 

This is not a bad word. 

A feminine suffix. 

4 day of the week. 

A boy's nickname. 

4 good thing to do to dictated letters, 

Sun-tan 

This is known all over the country. 

Part of the family skeleton. 

4 singer that is often heard on the air. 

A matrimonial state 

To touch. 

You will find this in the last chapter. 

This will stand for a relative but not an inlaw. 
You will find many different types here. 

To dunk. 

A Persian tent manufacturer. 

4 town in Italy noted for its violins. (Don’t con- 
fuse this with a town famous for vile inns.) 

You could make a high score with this trump. 
This is what Nature is entitled. 

What Grandmother used to be. 

Indicates. 

These are always hunting dogs. 

Nero's wife. 
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Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed, 


Vertical 


This is what the weather man will do before the 
hot weather comes. 


This is what stamps are for. 

You will be thoughtless if you take these, 

This is a matter of form. 

Always ezists in puzzles, 

To scorch, 

This is what lots and lots and lots make. 

You will often find this toward the end of the deck. 

This is what the baby did before it walked. 

Smack. 

This is one in a dozen. 

This is what comes out of gasoline. 

This is what a Camel does. 

These have soft jobs in a mattress factory. 

These are always making a killing. 

You are on the right scent now. 

A short letter the author received from the printer, 

A country home. 

These are thin but have very shapely legs. 

This might be “‘Sweet Adeline.” 

When these are against you, you haven't much 
chance 

This old bird is always at sea. 

A weed. 


A European coniferous tree. (Now doesn't that 
sound just like you?) 

Starting points 

This man is in the hcvpital for an operation. 

A speech made by a Scotchman 

The last thing on earth a person wants to do. 

Designates again. 

This is what millionaires always do before they 
retire. 

This is quite surprising. 

Preferred locks. 

This is better than a fine. 

To sit pretty 

A good come-back from the editor. 

This smells like Ver. No. 27. 

A shoe cleaner. 

The best sellers. 

Namby Pamby (abbr.) 





























Early 
Candlelight 


7 
MAUD HART LOVELACE 
Author of “The Black Angels’ 


Under the walls of the fort live the DuGays, 
the ‘“divil DuGays,” whose crowded cabin is 
ready to welcome the French settlers, soldiers, 
the swashbuckling, jubilant voyageurs, Sioux 
braves and the great fur trader and state builder, 
Jaspar Page. Most winning of all the DuGays 
is the daughter, Delia, to whom her family turns 
for guidance upon its eventful course. To her 
alone her brother, Narcisse, reveals the secret of 





This is Delia, his strange alliance with the Indians; to her in 
daughter of the time comes Jaspar Page himself to learn a new 
“divil DuGays, : 


lesson in pride. 
whose personality 


has a wild-grape 


tang and sweet- 
ness and a fron- 
tier-bred strength. 
She is the central 


Here, if you are weary of psychological com- 
plexities, is a novel that you will read for the 
sheer delightful story, for its rich color and rush- 





ing movement. But it is more than this; for 
Mrs. Lovelace has given us a singularly fresh 
and vivid picture of life in the old Northwest 
when a little handful of people planted a civili- 
zation in the wilderness. 


character in a fas- 
cinating novel of 
old Minnesota. 


Just published. $2.50, postpaid $2.60 
Order this book from your bookseller. If a bookstore 


1s not convenient, mail your order to the publisher. 


THE JOHN DAY COMPANY, 
DEPT. J, 


386 Fourth Avenue New York City 
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Inventions of the Month Radio Suggestions 


Thursday, August 29 

From the Patent Office at Yonkers, Saskatchewan $:60—Veodel Progam. WZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, WLW, WCFL, KWK, 
WREN, WAPI, KSTP, WTMJ, WEBC, WJAX, 
WHAS, WSM, WMC, WSB, WBT, WRYV4A, 
WBAP, KPRC, WOAI, WKY, WPTF, KTHs, 
WSMB. Popular music and songs. 

10:00—Atwater Kent Mid-Week Program. \\J7, 
WBZ, WBZA, WHAM, WJR, KWK, WBAL, 
WREN, KDKA, WGN. Made for dancing 

11:00—Slumber Music. WJZ, WRC, KDKA, WBAL, 
WHAM, WREN. Ludwig Laurier conducting 
a program of soothing instrumental music. 


Friday, August 30 

8:30-—Gillette Program. WJZ, KDKA, KWK, 

WREN, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, WHAM, WLW, 

WCFL. Male quartet, piano duo, orchestra— 

and a sports talk by Graham McNamee 

| Schradertown Band. WEAF, WTIC, WJAR, 

WTAG, WCSH, WLIT, WGY, WGR, WCAE, 

' WWJ, WLS, KSD, WOC, WOW, WDAF, WEEI, 

WRC, WSAI, WFJC. Small town sketch assisted 

by Arthur Pryor and Band. ’ ; 

’ ol Automatic Howitzer for shooting mosquitoes off of hippopotamus’ back. 11:00 Hotel St. Regis Orchestra. WEAP, WW, 
: 
: 
; 
; 


an 
' mi 
er 





WSAI, WDAF, WFJC, WCAE. An _ hour 
us Howitzer is painted olive green and hidden in jungle to fool mosquitoes. Hippo program of vend P as music. 
“ steps on spring platform, pulling trigger of qun, and BANG! Yes, he has no 
fa mosquitoes, This invention can also be used for shooting the chutes, if one Saturday, August 31 
has an y chutes to shoot 8:00—Nickle Cinco-Paters. WABC, WNAC, WCAU, 
: F ‘ ’ ' . WHK, WJAS, WMAL, WGHP, KMOX, WFBL, 
11) WADC, WAIU. Lively music by Benny Krueger. 
/ 9:00—-Nit Wit Hour, WABC, WCAL, WNAC, 
WEAN, WKBW, WCAO, KMBC, KOIL, 
WLBW, WMAL, WCCO, WFBM, WJAS, 
WKRC, WBBM, WHK, WISN. Burlesque at 
its best. 





9:30—Temple Hour. WABC, WCAU, WFBL, 
WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, KMOX, 
KMBC, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, WMAL, 
WCCO, KOIL, WMAQ, WOWO, WNAC, WEAN, 
WKRC, WGHP, WAIU. Popular tunes by a 








Marimba orchestra. 
} 11:30—Ben Pollack’s Park Central Hotel Orchestra. 
' t WEAF, WCAE, WWJ, WHO, WDAF, WKY, 
- we * 8) y} a é j 8 y ) a a 4 Wwe- 
| i The Perfect He fos hk ipperer. The ope — f this = - rm 4 pov Dag ma . ay eer Ge © 
| simple. The two radios sing funny songs until the herring splits itself with 
I laughter, then Mr. A. and Mr. B. (assumed names) wind the reels, kipping at B Sapte : aia rea 
; ; ; 9:00—Majestic Theater of the Air, WABC, WCAU, 
it until the herring is completely kippe red, 


WNAC, WEAN, WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, 

2 WJAS, WADC, en eeC GHP. “ WBBM, 

< Rt A WOWO, KMOX, KOIL, C, WSPD, WHK, 

Bt ie KEE Pore = -L\- WLBW, WLAC, WMAL, WDBJ, WTAR: 

\ ; “a WWNC, WDOD, WBRC, WREC, KLRA, 

KFJF, KRLD, KTSA, WDSU, WCCO, WISN, 

KLZ, KDYL, KMTR, WFBM, KYA, KEX, 

KJR, KGA, KFH, CFRB, CKAC. Wendel 
a and his merry men. 


WGR, WCAE, WTAM, WWJ, WGN, WOC! 
KSTP, WTMJ, WEBC, KOA, KPO, KGO: 
KGW. KOMO, KFI, KHQ, WOW, KSL.’ Music 


in the lighter vein. 


Monday, September 2 

7:30—Roxy and His Gang. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WBAL, WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KWK, WREN, 
WRC, WSM, WSB, WIOD, WCFL, WSMB, 
WAPI, WPTF. Soloists, orchestra, organ, 
quartet —everything. 

8:30—CeCo Couriers. WOR, WCAU, WNAC, 
WEAN, WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, 
WADC, WKRC, WGHP, WMAQ, KMOX, 
KMBC, KOIL, WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WCCO, 





BLOUEY 























; : The non-corroding, elliptical, electrical, magical hoofinhoofer. Contains WHEC, WSPD. Popular musical program, 
| i gadgets, wade ts, widge ts, midge ts, pulle ys, be Its, pe ita, we Its, sprocke t hag is, 1000 as : —— aad pubic, ae 
banana peels, ru ber heels: hoppe rs, stoppers, flop pe rs; tin pans, palm le af KWK. Soprano, baritone, and a string ensemble 
fans, tomato cans; peanuts, popcorn and crackerjack. It runs by perpetual under the baton of Arcadie Birkenholz. 
. motion. This machine might be of some practical use, but I doubt it. Tuesday, September 3 
\ : 


A 8:30—Prophylactic Program. WEAF, WTIC, WJAR- 
A | ) WTAG, WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR: 
WU { {lev WCAE, WSAI, KSD, WLS, WEEI, WHO, 
NR Ao ‘ WOW, WDAF, WWJ. Well played, well sung 
LICENSED program of light music. 
VENT 9:00--Old Gold—Paul Whiteman Hour. WAKC, 
INVENTOfe WCAU, WNAC, WEAN, WFBL, WKBW, 
WCAO,WJAS, WADC, WGHP, WBBM, WOWO, 
KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WSPD, WHK, WLBW, 
WMAL, WCCO, KLZ, KDYL, KLRA, KMTR. 
KYA, KEX, KJR, KGA, WDBJ, WKRC, 
WTAR, WWNC, WLAC, WDOD, WBRC, 























KFH, KRLD. A program of dance music as 
only Paul Whiteman can play it. 


Wednesday, September 4 
8:00—Yeast Foamers. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WLW, 
WREN, WTMJ, KSTP, WEBC. Dance or- 
: : : : chestra and comedy duo. 
Hand-Propelled Peewee Catcher. Operator hides behind Picture of man 8:30—Sylvania Foresters. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
q tree camouflage, pulling string that tips salt shake r. When who has cap- Fe ee WT A ell Nalooed 
enough salt has been dropped on peewee’s tail it becomes tured peewee — 


: program featuring a male quartet. , 
| docile and the steel hands grasp it, and it’s your peewee. wondering what 10:00-—ABA Voyagers. WJZ, KWK, WJR, W=2Z, 























| Abedefghijkimnop is a Czecho-Slovakian word meaning to do with it. ol a py a WREN, 
[ abedef qhijklmnop. Merlin the Second 
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PHS, 


V JZ, 
3AL, 


yFBM, 
Us it is 


WBAL, 
WLW 
“e OFr- 
WBZA, 
WLW, 


alanced 


Wx Z, 
VREN 
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Tue Goat: Great Scott! How did you get up here? 
THe Car: That's easy. I'm full of Ethyl Gasoline. 


Ethyl Gasoline brings out of any car a per- 


formance impossible with ordinary gasoline. 


THYL GASOLINE 


s & Ig2z9. 








ater 











Knocks out that “knock” 














JOHNSTON & MURPHY 


| ) ohoe for eMen 


Summer colonies .. . the colorful, 
| active life out-of-doors ...a timely 
informality of attire. 


White buckskins, designed with less 
restraint. Trimmed in black or tan— 
the latest gentleman's oxford for 
sport wear. Johnston & Murphy 
always catches the spirit of the season. 












White buckskin oxfords trimmed in 


1 black or tan. J.6°M. footwear is featured 
H ‘ by a leading dealer near you. 
Hi 
ee ae / 
| a. — ib 
; 


QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA. N.Y 





